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A Gateway — Electrical 


ONLY  a forty-foot  gateway  bounded  by 
two  brick  pilasters  and  ornamental 
lamps,  but  unlike  any  other  gateway  in  the 
entire  world. 

For  back  of  it  is  the  General  Electric  Com- 
pany’s main  office  building,  accommodating 
2300  employees.  And  just  next  door  is  its 
laboratory  with  the  best  equipment  for  test- 
ing, standardizing  and  research  at  the  com- 
mand of  capable  engineers.  Then  down 
the  street — a mile  long — are  other  buildings 
where  everything  electrical,  from  the  small- 
est lamp  socket  to  the  huge  turbines  for 
electrically  propelled  battieships,  is  made 


by  the  20,000  electrical  workers  who  daily 
stream  through. 

What  a story  this  gate  would  tell,  if  it  could, 
of  the  leaders  of  the  electrical  industry  and 
business,  of  ambassadors  from  other  insti- 
tutions and  from  foreign  lands. 

The  story  would  be  the  history  of  electric 
lighting,  electric  transportation,  electric  in- 
dustrials and  electricity  in  the  home. 

This  gateway,  as  well  as  the  research,  en- 
gineering, manufacturing  and  commercial 
resources  back  of  it,  is  open  to  all  who  are 
working  for  the  betterment  of  the  electrical 
industry. 


Illustrated  bulletin,  Y-863,  describing  the  company’s 
sevzra plants,  will  be  mailed  upon  request.  Address 
General  Electric  Company,  Desk  43,  Schenectady,  New  York 
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Jim  Spencer — Bolshevist 

By  C.  H.  Gushee 


IF  THE  rugs  on  the  floor  of  the  private 
office  of  the  president  of  the  “Mod- 
ern Iron  & Steel  Co.”  had  not  been 
exceedingly  thick  and  soft,  the  continued 
pounding  and  pounding  as  that  person- 
age excitedly  trod  the  narrow  confines  of 
his  private  room,  could  have  been  heard 
far  and  wide  through  the  general  offices 
of  the  company.  But,  behind  this  door, 
with  its  glazed  glass  panel  marked 
“Private,”  as  behind  most  others,  the 
carpets  were  soft  and  thick.  That, 
however,  does  not  alter  the  fact  that  the 
hard  blows  of  his  footsteps  on  the  floor 
did  not  denote  anger;  that  the  clouds  of 
smoke  he  puffed  forth  from  a long  black 
cigar  were  not  symbols  of  wrath ; that  the 
straining  muscles  of  his  hand  as  he 
grasped  some  sort  of  a document  in  his 
clenched  fist  did  not  show  great  mental 
perturbation.  They  did.  His  every  fea- 
ture, every  part  of  his  body,  his  every  act 
and  motion  declared  that  things  were 
going  against  him,  that  he  had  received 
a slight  repulse,  but  that  he  would  fight 
on,  fight  to  the  end,  for  victory.  Still 
this  restless  pacing  did  not  provide  a 
soluction  to  the  problem  confronting  him. 
It  only  served  as  a safety-valve,  as  a 
vent  through  which  he  could  discharge 
his  oversupply  of  wrath,  and  as  soon  as  he 
could  compose  his  thoughts,  he  sat  down 
at  his  desk  to  study  the  matter.  He  re- 
mained deep  in  thought  for  some  time. 


At  length,  his  features  became  set,  his 
countenance  took  on  a determined  look, 
and  he  brought  down  his  fist  on  the  desk 
with  a bang.  He  did  not  utter  a word, 
but  that  blow  told  plainer  than  words 
could  ever  have  done,  that  he  had  de- 
termined upon  a final  plan  of  action. 

He  reached  out  and  pushed  a button. 
The  office  boy  rushed  in  on  the  run,  for 
he  knew  that  the  president  wasn’t  in  the 
best  of  humor  that  day,  and  it  might  be 
for  his  advantage  not  to  be  slow. 

“Send  Spencer  in,”  said  the  President. 

Spencer  was  an  accountant  in  the 
office,  although  he  had  only  been  with 
the  firm  a very  short  time.  He  had  been 
in  France,  and  had  brought  back  the 
Croix  de  Guerre.  When  Spencer  en- 
tered, the  President  motioned  him  to  a 
chair  near  his  desk,  and  started  speaking. 

“Spencer,  it  was  a long  time  ago  when 
I first  came  to  this  town.  I was  a very 
young  man  then,  and  I passed  through 
here  on  my  way  to  a lumber  camp. 
There  was  nothing  here  then  except  a 
dozen  or  so  wretched  cabins  clustered 
together  by  the  river,  where  a few  men 
managed  to  eke  out  a living,  God  knows 
how,  I don’t.  Still  the  beauty  of  the 
place  enchanted  me:  the  low-lying  hills 
in  the  distance;  the  silvery  stream  run- 
ning down  from  them,  until,  widening 
out  to  a river,  it  flowed  into  the  sea  a 
short  distance  below,  swift  enough  to 
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furnish  water-power,  and  yet  navigable 
up  to  here.  I became  interested  in  the 
place,  and  later  on  came  back  here  and 
founded  this  business.  The  business 
grew,  and  as  it  grew,  the  town  grew  with 
it,  until  now  you  see  this  prosperous  com- 
munity. I am  not  boasting  when  I say 
that  it  is  practically  mine:  I founded  it; 

I built  it ; I have  made  it  grow,  and  all  the 
while  I have  managed  it  with  a power  as 
absolute  as  that  of  a king.  I have  tried 
to  develop  it  in  every  way  so  as  to  make 
it  a model  place  in  which  to  live.  I saw 
to  it  that  it  had  a good  public  school 
system,  a fine  library,  and  everything  I 
thought  would  make  it  a better  town. 

I did  my  best,  but  I have  failed,  it  seems 
as  if  I have  failed.  Last  summer  you 
heard  all  the  threats  of  a strike.  Men 
working  eight  hours  a day  with  wages 
much  higher  than  the  cost  of  living 
wanted  to  strike.  If  they  got  $100  a 
day,  they’d  want  to  strike  for  $1000; 
not  that  they  need  it,  but  they  think 
they  can  get  it.  You  have  seen  in  the 
papers  that  the  ‘spirit  of  discontent  is 
plainly  manifested’  here,  that  the  work- 
ers are  ‘restless.’  You  heard  of  the  tons 
of  Bolshevist  literature  discovered  here 
last  week,  and  now  look  at  this.” 

He  held  out  the  crumpled  document 
which  had  caused  his  anger.  It  was  a 
report  that  the  infernal  machines  used 
in  bomb  outrages  a while  before  had 
been  traced  to  this  city. 

‘‘Yes,”  he  began  again,  ‘‘it  does  seem 
as  though  I have  failed,  but  I won’t  be- 
lieve it  yet.  I will  fight  to  the  end  for 
my  God  and  my  country.  Will  you 
help  me?” 

“I  will,”  said  Spencer,  and  you  could 
see  that  he  meant  it. 

It  might  have  been  the  Latin-English 
football  game  on  Thanksgiving,  but  it 
wasn’t.  It  might  have  been  the  day 
when  any  high-school  in  New  England 
clashed  with  its  greatest  rival,  and  in 


fact,  it  was  the  day  when  one  of  them 
did.  It  might  have  been  the  last  few 
minutes  of  play,  with  the  score  tied,  and 
our  team  on  their  opponents  ten-yard 
line,  and  our  hero  might  have  gone 
through  for  a touchdown,  but  he  didn’t. 
No,  it  wasn’t  that  the  player  in  whom 
we  are  interested  performed  any  es- 
pecially marvellous  miracle,  or  was  a 
boy  wonder,  but  it  was  his  fight,  his  grit, 
his  playing  every  minute  in  every  game 
for  all  that  he  was  worth,  that  gained 
for  him  the  title  of  “Fighting  Jim.” 

It  had  been  a whole  year  since  that 
game  had  been  played.  Jim,  true  to 
his  surname,  instead  of  being  on  the 
college  gridiron  was  on  the  battlefield 
of  the  world,  in  France.  A month  or 
so  later,  he  was  kissed  on  both  cheeks 
and  a cross  was  pinned  on  his  breast. 
He  hadn’t  covered  the  stock  of  his  rifle 
with  notches  representing  the  Germans 
he  had  slain.  He  hadn’t  been  a Ser- 
geant York  or  marched  back  lines  of 
Huns  with  their  hands  above  their 
heads,  but  he  had  done  one  thing.  He 
had  done  his  duty.  His  faithfulness, 
perseverance,  courage  and  fight  were 

what  gave  him  his  medal,  and  he  de- 
served it. 

:fc  % sf:  :}c 

It  had  been  a year  since  Jim  had  been 
kissed  (by  a French  general,  that  is). 
Just  now  too,  he  wasn’t  in  shape  to  be 
kissed.  His  face  was  smeared  with 

grease  and  grime,  and  was  only  exceeded 
in  blackness  by  his  hands.  So  stiff  and 
stark  were  his  overalls  that  if  he  had 
been  picked  up  out  of  them  bodily,  they 
would  have  remained  upright.  Alto- 

gether, he  was  well  costumed  for  his  job 
in  a factory.  Just  at  this  moment  he 
was  doing  nothing,  for  the  simple  reason 
that  the  man  whom  he  was  assisting  was 
doing  the  same  thing.  Not  till  the  fore- 
man’s eye  was  turned  his  way  did  Pat 
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start  work.  Pat’s  face  did  not  seem 
like  that  of  a native  of  the  Emerald 
Isle;  on  the  contrary,  it  bore  the  unmis- 
takable stamp  of  Northern  Continental 
Europe.  His  name  was  so  replete  with 
z’s,  k’s,  and  v’s  that  it  could  not  be 
properly  masticated,  and  so  he  was  called 
Pat.  He  grumbled  something  about  the 
foreman  which  was  not  altogether  com- 
plimentary and  something  about  the  firm 
in  a similar  vein.  The  foreman  came 
over  and  threatened  to  fire  him,  but  Pat 
only  laughed  at  him,  for  he  knew  that 
there  was  no  danger  of  losing  a job  in 
that  short-handed  factory. 

Boys,  did  you  ever  see  the  hands  of  the 
clock  approach  lunch  time,  and,  when 
you  realized  that  the  striking  of  the  bell 
was  imminent,  have  you  not  started  for- 
ward beforehand?  And  then,  when  the 
teacher  was  on  the  point  of  administering 
justice,  hasn’t  the  bell  rung,  and  haven’t 
you  gone  off  leaving  him  raging  in  vain? 
You  are  boys,  but  Pat  was  a man,  Still 
at  five  minutes  of  twelve  Pat  dropped 
his  work,  What  did  it  matter  if  he  was 
in  the  midst  of  a delicate  job?  The 
foreman  started  his  way,  but  when  he 
was  half-way  over,  the  whistle  blew,  and 
he  stopped  in  disgust, 

When  he  had  finished  his  lunch,  Pat 
drew  out  a paper  from  his  pocket  and 
started  reading.  Soon,  with  a puzzled 
expression  on  his  face,  he  went  over  to 
his  assistant. 

“Say,  Jim,  what’s  this  mean?” 

Strange  to  relate,  Pat  did  not  have  an 
Irish  brogue,  nor  did  he  have  much  of  a 
foreign  accent,  but  spoke  well-nigh  per- 
fect English.  The  word  he  was  pointing 
out  with  a dirty  forefinger  was  “bour- 
geoisie.” When  Jim  saw  the  word,  he 
started.  He  looked  at  the  top  of  the 
paper,  and  saw  the  title,  “The  Red 
Terror.”  Then  he  said  that  he 
thought  it  meant  the  working  class,  or 
something  like  that,  anyway.  Although 


the  explanation  left  Pat  even  more 
puzzled,  he  continued  to  read  and  was 
joined  by  Jim.  At  frequent  intervals 
Jim  would  exclaim,  “That’s  the  stuff,” 
or,  “Great  idea,  that.” 

At  such  times,  Pat  would  look  pleased 
and  always  rejoined,  “You  think  so, 
yes?”  In  fact  he  became  so  overjoyed 
at  the  interest  taken  in  his  paper,  that 
he  asked  Jim  to  come  out  to  his  place 
that  night.  Promptly  five  minutes  be- 
fore closing  time,  they  quit  work. 
When  they  entered  the  street  car,  Pat 
gracefully  insisted  he  would  pay  the 
fares,  which  he  did  so  cleverly  that  with 
the  aid  of  a single  nickel,  they  were 
both  beyond  the  conductor.  When 
they  alighted,  they  did  not  stand  before 
a private  home,  or  a lodging  house  as 
Jim  had  expected,  but  before  an  apart- 
ment house.  No  one  opened  the  door 
for  them  and  welcomed  them  in. 

Said  Pat,  "I  live  here  alone,  you 
know.” 

They  entered  a kitchen  where  every- 
thing was  in  disorder.  It  was  typical 
of  a careless  man  living  alone.  Pat 
started  a fire  to  warm  things  up,  for  it 
was  crisp,  even  cold,  that  December 
day,  Then  he  showed  his  rooms  to  Jim, 
His  parlor  was  a store-room.  It  con- 
tained piles  upon  piles  of  papers  and 
pamphlets.  Jim  looked  at  one.  It  was 
headed,  “Rise,  ye  slaves.”  Others  bore 
similar  titles.  Jim  was  amazed  at  the 
great  number  of  propaganda  sheets. 
Pat  apologized  for  their  fewness,  saying 
the  police  had  got  tons  more  on  their  way 
to  him.  Then  they  entered  another 
room. 

“Be  careful,”  said  Pat,  “there’s  bar- 
rels of  powder  here.”  Here  indeed  was 
a small  plant  for  making  bombs.  Pat 
went  on.  “I  only  work  at  the  factory 
to  keep  the  police  off  my  track,  but  I find 
I haven’t  time  to  do  all  I want  to  at  night 
(' Continued  on  page  22) 
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PLAY  FAIR! 

TWO  years  ago  the  United  States 
was  engaged  in  war.  The  next 
Christmas  saw  the  war  brought  to 
a victorious  conclusion  and  the  men  and 
women  who  participated  in  it  beginning 
to  return.  There  was  great  joy  and 
thanksgiving  throughout  this  country 
that  it  was  not  necessary  to  carry  the  war 
into  the  enemy’s  territory,  causing  an 
additional  loss  of  life  that  would  have  far 
exceeded  the  present  casualty  list.  The 
world  breathed  a sigh  of  relief  when  the 
troublesome  Hun  was  checkmated  and 
forced  to  give  up  his  dream  of  world-wide 
rule.  It  seemed  to  most  of  us  as  if  that 
year  marked  the  close  of  the  restless 
period  and  as  if  we  might  settle  down  and 
go  about  our  business  in  a cool-headed 
and  deliberative  manner. 

To  be  sure  there  is  always  a spirit  of 
unrest  and  unnatural  activity  immed- 
iately following  a great  war,  but  the 
speed  with  which  the  United  States 
equipped  itself  for  an  active  part  in  the 
waU might  have  hinted  that  she  could 
settle  down  just  as  quickly.  However, 
this  is  not  the  case.  Instead  of  showing 
signs  of  subsiding,  the  United  States  is 
slowly  increasing  in  its  unrest.  Labor 
and  Capital  ran  riot  during  the  war  but 
they  are  now  unwilling  to  behave  them- 


selves. Capital  and  Labor  do  not 
represent  the  majority  of  the  people. 
It  is  now  time  that  they  settled  down. 
Capital  and  Labor  served  their  purpose 
during  the  war  and  were  amply  rewarded 
for  their  services.  The  great  majority 
of  the  people  are  tired  of  the  warfare  be- 
tween these  two  parties.  Labor  flaunts 
itself  before  the  people, with  its  unions. 
Unions  at  one  time  served  their  purpose. 
They  were  meant  to  be  used  and  not 
abused.  The  unions  have  entered  into 
a reign  of  terror  that  threatens  anything. 
For  example,  as  the  result  of  the  coal 
strike  it  may  necessitate  the  closing  of 
schools,  public  buildings,  and  factories, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  suffering  caused  in 
the  homes.  A few  disgruntled  and  rest- 
less men  lead  the  mass  in  sheep  fashion 
into  strikes.  At  first  their  demands  are 
given  into  but  with  such  an  unnecessary 
and  unreasonable  increase  they  can  not 
be  endured.  Their  wants  are  out  of 
reason.  As  a result  everything  will  be 
at  a standstill.  Why  kill  the  goose  that 
lays  the  golden  eggs? 

On  the  other  hand  Capital  is  just  as 
bad.  Having  made  enormous  profits 
during  the  war,  profits  that  have  far 
exceeded  their  greatest  hopes,  they  now 
long  for  things  that  may  send  the  country 
{Continued  on  page  22) 
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THE  REGISTER  would  have 
some  fine  material  for  cartoons 
if  the  boys  of  the  school  would 
be  so  kind  as  to  let  us  view  the  backs  of 
their  programs  after  Public  Declama- 
tions. 

* * * 

Mr.  South  worth,  master  of  Room  7, 
is  President  of  the  Boston  Men  Teachers’ 
Economic  Club,  which  is  waging  a wide- 
spread campaign  for  the  $600.00  in- 
crease in  salary  for  teachers. 

* * * 

The  way  that  Latin  School  boys  do 
not  grasp  opportunity  was  well  demon- 
strated when  so  few  boys  went  out  to 
receive  instruction  in  rifle  shooting.  It 
comes  Friday  afternoons  so  as  not  to 
interfere  with  the  work  of  those  studious 
creatures  who  inhabit  our  building. 
The  offer  is  open  to  all  boys  of  the  two 
upper  classes  and  should  be  more  widely 

taken  advantage  of. 

* * * 

If  you  should  happen  to  remain  late 
some  afternoon  when  the  Glee  Club  is 
rehearsing,  you  would  be  convinced  that 
it  is  a howling  success.  . 

* * * 

There  are  a great  many  boys  who  say 
what  they  think  without  hesitation. 
There  are  a great  many  boys  in  this 
school  who  hg.ve  severely  criticised  The 


Register,  and  without  gentleness,  too. 
They  forget  that  they  are  censuring 
themselves  and  every  other  member  of 
the  school.  One  boy  recently  told  what 
he  thought  of  the  paper.  He  said  the 
stories  were  poor,  school-boy  composi- 
tions intensely  uninteresting,  the  School 
Notes  were  old  stuff  he  knew  anyhow, 
with  a few  dry  statistics  about  the 
alumni.  He  admitted  that  once  in  a 
while  a good  joke  got  in,  probably  by 
mistake,  and  the  sporting  section  told 
of  games  long  gone  by,  and  as  a matter  of 
fact  the  whole  thing  wasn’t  worth  read- 
ing. He  seemed  surprised  when  told 
it  was  his  fault  and  that  of  others 
just  like  him.  We  don’t  condemn  crit- 
icism, we  like  it,  but  make  it  construc- 
tive, not  destructive.  Another  fellow 
said  it  was  too  small,  but  conceded  he 
had  never  thought  of  trying  to  get  an 
advertisement  to  provide  money  to  make 
it  bigger.  The  whole  thing  is  up  to  you, 
boys.  If  you  get  back  of  it  financially, 
your  paper  will  be  bigger.  If  you  write 
for  it,  or  make  suggestions  to  us,  the 
reading-matter  will  be  better.  Just  put 
your  contribution  in  the  box  in  the 
office  (if  you  don’t  know  where,  the 
secretary  will  show  you),  or  hand  it  to 
any  member  of  the  staff,  or  come  into 

(i Continued  on  page  2l) 
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The  Shadow  of  the  Hun 

A Story  of  the  German  Spy  System 
By  F.  W.  Saunders 


V. 

Before  Weston  could  hide,  Von  Blen- 
heimer  followed  by  Franz  pushed  through 
the  door.  Without  a moment’s  hesita- 
tion, Weston  hurled  himself  on  the  two 
Germans.  Von  Blenheimer  was  knocked 
over  by  the  impact  and  Franz  was  felled 
a second  later  by  a mighty  blow.  Then 
shattering  the  light,  Weston  dashed 
down  the  steps  toward  the  arsenal,  but 
instead  of  entering  it  he  kept  straight 
ahead.  Several  hundred  feet  further  on 
he  stumbled  on  some  stairs.  He  ran  up 
these  and  found  himself  in  the  shrubbery 
breathing  the  cool  night  air.  His  first 
impulse  was  to  run  for  the  wall,  but  he 
remembered  just  in  time  that  it  was 
closely  guarded  and  that  ground  glass 
was  sprinkled  along  the  top.  He  marked 
the  spot  where  he  had  emerged,  and  then 
turned  toward  the  garages  and  barns, 
Nearby  he  heard  men  at  work  and  sur- 
mised that  they  were  assembling  the 
aeroplanes  in  preparation  for  the  next 
day.  Giving  these  a wide  berth  he 
finally  came  to  the  rear  of  a large  barn, 
Here  he  discovered  a loose  board  and 
crawded  in.  He  found  himself  under  the 
floor,  with  room  to  barely  crawl  on  all 
fours.  He  wormed  himself  to  the  front 
where  he  could  get  a view  of  the  house. 
Lights  were  being  turned  on  and  off, 
voices  were  raised  excitedly,  and  there 
was  a general  stir  apparent. 

High  tide  was  approaching.  The 
Hun  armies  in  a sea  of  mud  were  com- 
mencing their  last  great  hammer-blow. 
The  tide  that  had  slowly  been  coming  in 
was  almost  at  its  flood.  Would  the 
great  wall  built  by  the  allied  nations  re- 
sist the  shock?  The  first  ship-loads  of 
American  soldiers  were  arriving  in  France, 


— buttresses  to  a crumbling  wall — but 
would  there  be  enough  and  would  they 
arrive  in  time?  A sudden  blow  at  home 
would  shut  off  the  supply  of  materials 
that  were  being  sent  across,  and  the  wall 
without  the  buttresses — would  crumble! 

The  far-seeing  Wilhelmstrasse  had  fore- 
seen this  master  stroke  and  thus  had 
they  prepared.  The  supreme  moment 
was  fast  approaching.  It  was  now  three 
in  the  morning. 

As  Weston  rested  at  full  length  be- 
neath the  barn  floor,  he  sought  vainly  for 
a way  to  forestall  Von  Blenheimer.  It 
was  impossible  to  give  a warning.  Von 
Blenheimer  had  taken  too  good  care  of 
that.  Every  moment  even  of  his  stay 
in  the  present  spot  was  dangerous,  for 
already,  as  he  could  see  by  the  flashing 
light,  Von  Blenheimer  was  fruitlessly  en- 
deavoring to  locate  him.  And  even  if 
he  did  escape  detection,  what  then?  The 
plans  would  proceed  just  the  same  and  he 
would  be  powerless  to  stop  them.  What 
should  he  do?  What  course  ought  he 
to  follow?  Weston  asked  himself  these 
two  questions  over  and  over  again.  It 
was  certain  death  to  go  back  into  the 
house  and  yet  the  only  possible  course 
was  straight  ahead.  Back  into  it  he 
must  go  and  back  he  started.  Slowly  a 
desperate  plan  began  to  form  in  his 
mind. 

The  men  were  still  at  work  striving  to 
finish  their  gigantic  labors.  Already  in 
the  gloom  Weston  could  distinguish  the 
giant  birds  taking  form.  This  spurred 
him  on  to  further  activity.  After  hunt- 
ing around  for  the  place  he  had  marked, 
he  stumbled  on  the  entrance.  He  parted 
the  bushes  silently  and  disappeared  into 
the  yawning  hole.  It  was  black  as  ink, 
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but  his  eyes,  long  since  accustomed  to  the 
darkness,  enabled  him  to  find  his  way 
quickly  along  the  passage.  When  he 
came  to  the  arsenal  door  he  halted. 
Something  seemed  to  hold  him  back  but 
he  fought  it  off  and  crept  noiselessly  into 
the  room.  There  in  the  same  position 
stood  the  sentry.  Like  a panther  Wes- 
ton glided  along,  hiding  in  the  shadows 
thrown  by  the  mountains  of  arms  and 
boxes.  Without  a sound  he  hurled  him- 
self upon  the  sentry,  clapping  his  hand 
over  the  fellow’s  mouth.  This  precau- 
tion was  needless  because  everyone  was 
in  another  portion  of  the  house.  Al- 
though taken  at  a disadvantage,  the 
sentry  struggled  furiously.  Over  and 
over  they  rolled,  first  one  on  top  and 
then  the  other.  Each  knew  it  was  a 
fight  to  the  death.  Little  mercy  could 
be  expected  and  little  would  be  given. 
The  interests  at  stake  were  too  great. 
Either  might  wreck  a nation.  Their 
clothing  was  torn  into  shreds.  Weston 
struck  and  his  adversary  returned  the 
blows.  Finally  Weston’s  fingers  closed 
on  a hard  bit  of  iron.  With  a mighty 
effort  he  rolled  on  top  and  with  a sharp 
blow  quieted  the  German.  This  ob- 
stacle conquered,  what  would  be  the  next 
step? 

VI 

Dawn  was  almost  at  hand.  The 
crowds  would  soon  begin  to  arrive  and 
the  huge  German  brotherhood,  furnished 
with  arms,  would  become  a powerful 
menace. 

Weston  pulled  himself  together  and 
quietly  and  calmly  began  to  think  out 
the  details  of  the  plan  he  had  determined 
upon.  Unlike  the  heroes  he  had  read 
about  in  fiction  and  poetry  he  could  not 
plan  great  deeds  on  the  spur  of  the  mo- 
ment. Slowly  and  carefully  he  went 
over  every  step.  Near  the  center  of  the 
gigantic  storehouse  was  an  immense  pile 


of  boxes.  From  this  point  practically 
the  entire  room  would  be  commanded. 
Weston’s  first  idea  was  to  help  himself 
to  a box  of  automatics  and  permit  no 
one  to  enter  the  arsenal.  It  was  a for- 
lorn hope  but  if  he  could  hold  it  until 
nightfall  several  days  could  be  gained 
and  anything  could  happen  in  that  time. 
While  he  was  hunting  for  the  automatics 
he  came  suddenly  upon  a mass  of  ma- 
chine guns,  carefully  oiled  and  ready  for 
action. 

“God!  machine  guns!  I never  thought 
of  them!”  he  exclaimed. 

Selecting  one  he  placed  it  upon  the 
high  pile  of  boxes  and  after  a short 
search  located  the  ammunition.  The  ma- 
chine gun  was  a wonderful  weapon;  of 
the  latest  type  and  in  perfect  order.  He 
could  point  it  in  any  direction  at  a 
second’s  notice  and  shoot  five  hundred 
bullets  a minute.  He  arranged  plenty 
of  ammunition  within  easy  reach  and 
then  settled  down  to  wait.  His  vigil 
seemed  an  eternity,  only  the  thought 
that  he  had  command  of  the  situation 
quieted  his  impatience.  Two  hours 
later — he  judged  it  to  be  about  seven 
o’clock — he  heard  a noise  at  the  entrance. 
Two  men  were  entering.  Swiftly  Wes- 
ton trained  the  machine  gun  on  them 
and  began  to  fire.  The  two  men  were 
swept  off  their  feet  in  an  instant,  rid- 
dled by  dozens  of  bullets.  In  the  vault- 
like room  the  noise  was  fearful.  The 
sounds  echoed  and  re-echoed  as  if  a 
dozen  guns  were  in  action.  At  the  first 
flash  the  house  was  in  a commotion. 
Men  were  running  back  and  forth  and 
Weston  could  hear  muffled  cries  and 
shouts.  Then  everything  quieted  down. 
Presently  another  man  sent  by  the  now 
furious  Von  Blenheimer  attempted  to 
enter.  The  man  spun  around  like  a top, 
then  pitched  forward  doubling  up  in  a 
( Continued  on  page  19) 
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AS  Bob  White  was  walking  down 
6th  Ave.,  he  noticed  the  con- 
spicuous sign,  “Men  Wanted 
for  the  Aviation  Corps  of  the  United 
States  Army.”  He  was  just  past  his 
twenty-first  birthday  and  this  had  been 
his  wish,  to  wear  the  United  States 
uniform. 

Climbing  a long  flight  of  stairs  he 
found  hmself  in  a small  but  attractive 
office,  with  the  American  flag  hanging 
over  a small  desk,  behind  which  sat  a 
stern-look;  ng  officer  who  gave  him  a 
paper  with  a number  of  questions  on  it. 
After  filling  out  the  blanks,  taking  the 
physical  examination,  and  swearing  the 
oath,  he  went  home  happy.  The  next 
day  he  received  a notice  to  be  ready  to 
leave  for  Texas  within  two  weeks. 

When  he  boarded  the  train  he  found 
a group  of  fellows  going  to  the  same  camp 
and  so  the  day  passed  quickly.  That 
night  his  dreams  were  full  of  aeroplanes 
and  battles.  The  next  day  also  passed 
rapidly  and  when  they  arrived  at  the 
station  a group  of  Army  trucks  were 
waiting  for  them.  After  a short  ride 
they  came  to  the  flying  fields,  where  they 
were  given  their  uniforms  and  were  put 
thru  the  necessary  tests.  Following  a 
long  period  of  training  with  an  instructor 
and  then  having  made  several  flights 
alone,  he  was  considered  fit  to  be  a pilot 
and  was  given  a post  along  the  Rio 
Grande. 

A report  had  been  heard  of  frequent 
smuggling  of  arms  into  Mexico  in  ex- 
change for  liquor.  A few  of  such  at- 
tempts had  been  near  Bob's  post  and 
orders  had  been  given  to  keep  a sharp 
lookout  on  every  inch  of  ground.  Early 
one  morning  Bob  went  up  and  headed 


for  his  post.  After  going  what  he 
thought  about  three-quarters  of  the  way, 
flying  high  so  that  his  motor  could  not 
be  heard,  he  descended  to  a lower  alti- 
tude. Upon  circling  several  times  he 
commenced  spiraling  down,  when  with 
a sudden  shock  he  found  he  could  not 
bring  his  plane  on  an  even  keel.  All  at 
once  the  plane  made  a sickening  lunge 
and  plunged  rapidly  towards  the  earth. 
A tremendous  crash  followed ; then  a dull 
roaring  in  his  ears. 

When  Bob  came  to,  he  felt  himself  to 
see  if  he  had  any  broken  bones  and  with 
great  joy  discovered  he  was  unhurt  ex- 
cept for  a severe  shaking  up.  A look  at 
the  wreck  convinced  him  that  it  would 
be  no  use  to  stay  by  his  plane,  so  he  de- 
cided to  strike  out  for  the  flying  field  and 
civilization.  After  walking  for  about 
two  miles  he  saw  a small  mud  hut  and  on 
approaching  it,  heard  what  seemed  to  be 
a very  hot  argument.  Fearing  them  to 
be  rebels  he  did  not  enter,  but  hid  behind 
the  hut.  After  a little  while,  two  men 
emerged  and  almost  immediately  de- 
parted with  a small  mule  heavily  laden 
with  sacks.  He  followed  as  closely  as 
he  dared,  and  soon  they  approached  the 
Rio  Grande.  Concealed  behind  an  im- 
mense cactus  he  watched  them  remove 
the  sacks  from  the  mule  and  uncover  a 
large  hole  from  which  they  took  what 
appeared  to  be  a box  of  ammunition, 
after  which  they  placed  the  sacks  in  the 
hole  and  covered  it  up.  He  watched 
them  until  they  disappeared  in  the  dis- 
tance, and  then,  as  quickly  as  he  could, 
made  his  way  to  the  flying  field  and  re- 
ported the  accident  and  what  he  had 
seen  to  his  commander. 

(> Continued  on  page  19) 
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LATIN  7 DORCHESTER  0 

The  annual  reunion  of  the  Latin  School 
Eootball  team  and  several  former  Latin 
School  students,  known  as  the  Dorches- 
ter High  School  Football  team,  took 
place  at  Fenway  Park  on  Friday,  No- 
vember 14.  The  opportunity  to  renew 
friendships,  to  meet  again,  face  to  face, 
those  whose  departure  from  our  school 
was  so  sudden  and  undemonstrative, 
that  their  loss  was  not  realized  until 
the  opening  of  the  football  season,  this 
itself  well  repaid  us  for  the  weeks  of 
unrelenting  practice  we  have  been  forced 
to  go  through.  We  were  pleased  to  note 
that  our  opponents  showed  a brand  of 
football,  which  was  well  up  to  the  stand- 
ard of  Latin’s  game.  This  is,  no  doubt, 
due  to  the  fact  that  their  coach,  Mr. 
Prendergast,  is  a former  Latin  player, 
and  for  a few  years  had  the  benefit  of 
training  under  our  coach,  Mr.  O’Brien, 
and,  of  course,  is  well  acquainted  with 
Latin’s  game.  Add  to  this,  the  foot- 
ball talent  which  Latin  dispenses  each 
year  to  the  other  schools  as  a result  of 
its  strict  eligibility  rules,  is  it  not  to 
be  wondered  at  that  Latin  holds  the 
place  in  school  athletics  that  she  does? 
Even  though  our  school  subordinates 
athletics  to  scholarship,  it  makes  no  ex- 
cuses, nor  offers  any  excuses  but,  with 
such  material  as  survives  the  rigid 
eligibility  tests,  is  ready  to  contend  with 
the  teams  representing  the  other  schools, 
and  we  have  at  all  times  considered 
the  Dorchester  High  School  teams  as  one 
of  our  most  worthy  opponents. 

It  matters  not  how  poor  a game  the 
Dorchester  team  may  play  against  its 
other  opponents,  when  it  is  opposed 
to  Latin  it  shows  a superior  brand  of 
playing,  and  our  teams  are  always  forced 
to  extend  themselves.  From  the  game 


it  played  last  Friday,  it  was  evident  to 
all  that  Dorchester  High’s  coach  had 
worked  wonders  with  his  team,  especially 
during  the  past  two  weeks.  Its  defen- 
sive work  was  brilliant.  Latin  had  the 
ball  within  the  twenty-five  yard  line 
several  times  and  was  usually  held  for 
downs.  At  times  our  opponents  played 
a good  offensive  game.  In  the  second 
period  it  made  three  first  downs  in  suc- 
cession. In  spite  of  its  good  showing 
Dorchester  failed  to  score.  Whether 
it  lacked  the  necessary  power  to  put  the 
ball  over  the  goal  line,  or  whether  the 
Latin  line,  which  at  times  charged  very 
poorly,  took  the  necessary  brace  and 
held  its  opponent,  when  it  became  dan- 
gerous, is  for  the  experts  to  decide. 

That  Latin’s  backfield  men  were 
unable  to  gain  on  end  plays  was,  no 
doubt,  due  to  the  slippery  condition  of 
the  field.  The  only  score  of  the  game 
came  in  the  second  period,  when  Capt. 

Ellis  caught  a p irt  c rr  :t  t;<k 
thirty-three  yards.  Line-plunging  by 
Latin  backs,  in  which  each  one  in  turn 
was  called  upon  to  carry  the  ball, 
landed  it  finally  on  the  one -foot  line 
from  which  Ellis  went  over  for  a touch- 
down, and  then  kicked  the  goal.  The 
second  half  of  the  game  showed  a little 
in  our  favor  in  the  matter  of  ground 
gaining,  though  it  failed  at  times  when 
it  seemed  certain  that  another  score  was 


forthcoming.  The  summary: 

B.  L.  S.  D.  H.  S. 

Malley  1.  e r.  e.  Walsh,  Roach 

Phinney  l.t r.t.  Bradley,  Walsh 

Donovan  l.g r.g.  Thomas,  Bradley 

Cleary  c r c.  McLoughlin 

Berman  r.g l.g.  McDermot 


Kelley,  MacMillan,  Bruen  r.t 

l.t.  Aleckna 
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Hurley  r.e l.e.  Boles 

Samuels,  Campbell  q.b q.b.  Leary 

Johnstone  l.h.b r.h.b.  Sullivan 

Doherty  r.h.b l.h.b.  Haggerty 


Ellis,  Campbell,  Weiner  f.b 

f.b.  Machado,  McKay 


Score — Boston  Latin  7.  Dorchester  0. 
Touchdown — Ellis.  Goal  from  touch- 
down— Ellis.  Referee — Hoey.  Umpire 
— Crowley.  Head  linesman — Daley. 
Field  judge — Donovan.  Time — 10  m. 
periods. 


M.  A.  H.  S.  0 LATIN  55 

On  November  21,  Latin  and  Mechanic 
Arts  High  School  had  their  clash  at  Fen- 
way Park.  That  Latin  would  win,  was 
without  question.  Ellis  was  the  star 
of  the  game.  His  dashes  around  the 
ends  and  his  90-yard  run  back  of  a 
kick-off  provided  the  features.  Camp- 
bell made  several  fine  line  plunges  ad- 
vancing the  ball  each  time  many  yards. 
Samuels  also  kept  our  opponents  on  the 
jump.  Coach  O’Brien  was  very  gen- 
erous in  sending  in  substitutes,  giving 
every  member  of  the  squad  a chance  to 
play. 

One  paper,  in  its  account  of  the  game, 
spoke  of  the  outcome  as  a “Waterloo  for 
M.  A.  H.  S.”  To  the  writer’s  mind,  this 


is  an  injustice  to  the  boys  who  repre- 
sented the  Buff  and  Blue,  and,  had  the 
writer  of  the  newspaper  article  known 
the  facts,  we  are  sure  that  he  would  have 
refrained  from  making  such  a statement. 
We  must  bear  in  mind,  that  M.  A.  H.  S. 
has  all  along  been  handicapped  in  the 
matter  of  getting  the  needed  time  for 
practice;  and  that  for  the  past  two  years 
it  has  not  been  able  to  put  a team  in  the 
field,  and  that  this  year’s  team  represents 
an  attempt  to  make  a new  start  in  foot- 
ball. As  was  plainly  to  be  seen,  the 
boys  were  young,  and  lacked  weight. 
For  many  of  the  boys,  this  was  their  first 
year  out.  The  spirit  and  courage  of  this 
team  was  never  lacking,  and,  it  takes 
spirit  and  courage  to  go  out  and  fight 
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when  defeat  is  certain.  A year  or  two 
hence  this  same  team  may  make  it  hard 
for  some  of  the  other  school  teams. 
Boston  Latin  doffs  its  hat  to  the  mem- 
bers of  the  M.  A.  H.  S.  team,  who  were 
no  quitters,  but  who  fought  on  until  the 
end  of  the  game.  Yours  was  a victory 
and  defeat.  The  lineup: — 

B.  L.  S.  M.  A.  H.  S. 

Hurley,  O’Neil,  Colton,  Glickman,  1.  e. 

r.e.  Hill,  Lewis 

Donovan,  Ravit,  Colleran  l.t 

r.t.  Sanderson 

Berman,  Hailparn,  Mutrie,  Johnstone, l.g. 

r.g.  Sullivan 

Cleary,  Rubin,  A.  Hill  c c.  Munick 

Kelley,  Bruen,  Pierce,  Gallahue  r.g. . . 

l.g.  Kohr,  Freedy,  Morrison 

Phinney,  Stuart,  Scheffreen,  Sullivan  r.t. 

l.t.  Sims 

McMillan,  Gorman,  Wasserman  r.e..  . 

l.e.  Marshall 

Samuels,  Campbell,  Crook  q.b 

q.b.  McSweeney,  Walsh 

Downey,  Fitzpatrick,  Rooney,  l.h.b. . . 

r.h.b.  Doherty 

Campbell,  Simonian,  Weiner  r.h.b. . . . 

l.h.b.  Lamont,  Francis 

Ellis,  Weiner  f.b f.b. Woodworth 

Score — -B.  L.  S.  55,  M.  A.  H.  S.  0. 
Touchdowns — Ellis  4,  Gorman,  Camp- 
bell, Downey,  Samuels.  Goals  from 
touchdowns — Ellis  7.  Referee — A.  J. 

Rooney.  Umpire — Grimes.  Head  lines- 
man— Linehan.  Time — Four  10  m. 

periods. 

* * * 

E.  H.  S.  0.  B.  L.  S.  0. 

Under  conditions  which  could  not 
have  been  worse,  Latin  and  English 
High  School  attempted  to  play  the 
annual  Thanksgiving  Day  game  at  Fen- 
way Park.  As  a result  of  the  hard  and 
continuous  rain  of  the  previous  twenty- 
four  hours,  the  field  was  in  a wretched 
condition.  Mud  was  everywhere,  and 


in  many  places  pools  of  water  were 
standing,  all  of  which  made  it  impossible 
for  the  players  to  get  a good  footing. 
As  Latin  had  the  lighter  line  and  the 
success  of  its  plays  depended  on  the 
ability  of  its  backs  to  get  going,  it  is 
very  evident  that  the  conditions  handi- 
capped our  team. 

In  spite  of  this  Latin  had  by  far  the 
better  of  the  argument.  In  three  of  the 
four  periods  Latin  had  the  ball  twice  in 
scoring  position  and  in  the  last  period, 
under  the  excellent  generalship  of  Camp- 
bell, was  advancing  steadily  towards  the 
E.  H.  S.  goal  by  means  of  rushing  and 
the  throwing  of  two  forward  passes,  so 
that  when  the  final  whistle  blew,  it  was 
Latin’s  ball  on  English’s  15-yard  line. 
At  no  time  did  English  have  the  ball  in 
scoring  position.  The  nearest  it  came 
to  Latin’s  goal  was  the  40-yard  line. 

In  the  third  period  only,  when  it  made 
three  first  downs  in  succession,  did  E.  H. 
S.  make  any  considerable  advance  into 
Latin  territory.  On  the  other  hand,  in 
the  second  period  Latin  had  the  ball  in 
position  for  a drop-kick  which  seemed  to 
be  the  proper  play,  but  for  some  reason 
unexplained,  the  signal  was  given  for  a 
forward  pass,  which  failed. 

In  the  third  period  Latin  again  had 
advanced  the  ball  within  scoring  dis- 
tance and  attempted  a drop-kick  which 
was  blocked.  Neither  team  was  able  to 
score,  so  that  on  the  whole  the  outcome 
was  very  unsatisfactory  as  the  season 
closed  without  any  school  having  a claim 
to  championship  honors. 

The  playing  of  Captain  Ellis,  John- 
stone, Cleary,  Hurley,  Donovan  and 
MacMillan  for  Latin  School  was  fine. 
For  English,  Roemer,  Crabb  and  Leven- 
son  excelled. 

One  of  the  features  of  the  game  was 
the  recovery  of  a fumbled  punt  by  Mac- 
Millan, our  end;  and  also  the  way  in 
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which  Campbell  drove  the  team  in  the 
final  quarter  of  the  game.  The  sum- 
mary : — 

LATIN  ENGLISH 

Hurley,  Gorman  l.e r.e.  Crabb 

Donovan  l.t r.t.  Roemer 

Kelley,  Bruen,  Hailparn  l.g.  r.g.  Fanger 

Cleary  c c.  Levenson 

Berman,  Stuart,  Bruen  r.g.  . .l.g.  Lyons 

Phinney,  Scheffreen  r.t l.t.  Miller 

Malley,  McMillan,  Colton,  Ryan  r.e.. 

l.e.  Millen 

Samuels,  Campbell  q.b.  . . q.b.  Whelton 

Johnstone  l.h.b r.h.b.  Wellings 

Doherty  r.h.b...  l.h.b.  Doherty,  Martin 


Ellis  f.b f.b.  Driscoll,  Doherty 

Score — Boston  Latin  0,  Boston  English 
High  0.  Referee — F.  J.  Hoey.  Umpire 
— Joe  Redding.  Head  linesman — J.  W. 
Mooney.  Time — 12  m.  periods. 

SYNOPSIS  OF  THE  GAME 
English  Latin 


First  down  rushing 3 4 

Yards  gained  rushing 133  124 

Number  of  rushes 52  47 

Average  yards  gained  per 

rush 2}/2  2^ 

Forward  passes  tried 1 7 

Forward  passes  successful.  0 4 


Forward  passes  incomplete  0 


Forward  passes  intercepted  1 0 

Yards  gained  by  forward 

passes 0 37 

Penalties 4 0 

Punts  including  kick-off.  . 13  12 


Average  yards  gained  per 

punt 25^  32^4 

Yards  run  back  opponents’ 

kicks 34  26 

Fumbles 1 0 
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In  reviewing  the  work  of  the  football 
team  for  the  season  just  closed,  it  is  im- 
possible to  recall  the  work  of  each  in- 
dividual player  in  the  different  games. 
For  that  reason,  the  work  of  a member  of 
the  team  may  unintentionally  be  over- 
looked. Owing  to  the  number  of  letter 
men  from  last  year’s  team  who  came  out 
at  the  beginning  of  this  season  Latin  ap- 
peared to  be  remarkably  wrell  off  for  ex- 
perienced players.  Besides  these  play- 
ers, Captain  Ellis,  who  had  been  a mem- 
ber of  the  1917  team  and  Doherty, 
Captain-elect  of  Cushing  Academy,  were 
eligible  to  play  for  the  “Purple  and 
White.”  These  two  players  together 
with  Johnstone,  who  had  proven  to  be  a 
dependable  back,  demonstrated  very 
early  in  the  season  that  they  would, 
barring  accident,  be  the  backfield  trio. 
All  three  men  were  nearly  of  equal 
ability.  Perhaps  Ellis  was  the  most 
versatile  of  the  trio.  In  the  games  in 
which  he  took  part,  he  proved  beyond 
a doubt  that,  whatever  assignment  he 
was  given,  whether  it  was  carrying  the 
ball,  punting,  or  forward  passing,  so 
well  did  he  perform  that  he  was  the 
unaminous  choice  on  the  All-inter- 
scholastic Team  and  more  than  that 
was  selected  to  Captain  that  team.  No 
one  would  have  imagined  from  the  game 
which  Ellis  put  up  that  he  had  met  with, 
a very  serious  injury  in  the  early  part  of 
the  season,  and  entered  the  final  games 
with  a harness  to  protect  him  from  fur- 
ther injury.  Doherty,  and  Johnstone, 
the  other  backfield  men,  were  among  the 
best  backs  of  the  high  school  teams. 
Both  were  fine  defensive  players,  besides 
being  able  to  skirt  the  ends  or  gain 
through  the  line.  The  cleverness  John- 
stone displayed  in  intercepting  forward 
passes  has  never  been  equalled  in  the 
high  school  games. 


Coming  to  the  linemen,  Donovan  by 
reason  of  his  good  work  is  the  one  other 
member  of  the  All-interscholastic  Team 
from  this  school.  Taking  part  in  every 
game  on  the  Latin  schedule,  and  in  most 
of  the  games  playing  the  full  four  periods, 
he  never  weakened.  His  ability  to  open 
up  holes  in  his  opponent’s  line  was  at 
times  marvelous  and  it  was  through  his 
side  of  the  line  that  our  backs  always 
found  an  opening  through  which  they 
could  gain  ground.  Having  lost  by 
graduation  the  center,  Coach  O’Brien 
was  forced  to  look  about  for  a man  to  fill 
these  shoes.  Cleary  quickly  showed  that 
he  could  do  it.  Weighing  but  140 
pounds  and  not  over  rugged,  he  more 
than  made  up  what  he  lacked  in  weight 
by  the  scrappy  game  which  he  played, 
and  though  the  opposing  players  carried 
more  weight,  Cleary’s  playing  never 
suffered  by  comparison  with  the  playing 
of  his  opponents.  In  one  of  the  games 
he  w'as  opposed  by  a center  who  as- 
pired for  All-interscholastic  honors,  and 
we  all  know  what  the  result  was.  This 
center  failed  to  be  selected  for  the 
first  team.  Phinney  was  another  de- 
pendable man  in  the  line.  In  his  quiet, 
modest  way  he  outplayed  his  opponents 
in  almost  every  game.  He  was  at  all 
times  a hard  and  conscientious  worker, 
and  as  a defensive  tackle  had  few  equals 
in  the  Boston  High  Schools.  Berman 
and  Kelley  were  at  all  times  very 
aggressive  and  powerful  linemen.  Of 
the  ends,  Hurley  stood  out  most  promin- 
ent. His  down  the  field  work  under 
punts,  and  his  tackling  made  him  first 
choice  for  one  of  the  end  positions.  In 
several  of  the  games  he  showed  marked 
ability  in  receiving  forward  passes.  He 
will,  no  doubt,  be  a valued  member  of 
next  year’s  team.  Malley,  who  played 
a remarkable  game  as  a member  of  last 
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year’s  team,  was  handicapped  this  sea- 
son by  being  in  poor  physical  condition. 
In  the  English  High  game,  owing  to  an 
injury,  he  was  able  to  play  only  a part 
of  the  game. 

In  the  competition  for  the  quarter- 
back position,  Samuels  was  the  final 
selection.  He,  at  times,  was  able  to  put 
life  and  dash  into  the  team  and  bring 
about  results.  Campbell,  the  substi- 
tute quarterback,  filled  the  position, 
when  called  upon,  in  a most  acceptable 
manner.  In  one  of  the  games,  in  which 
he  played  a halfback  position,  his  ability 
to  bore  through  his  opponent’s  line 
gained  many  yards  for  Latin  several 
times. 

It  is  impossible  to  mention  the  indi- 
vidual work  of  every  man  on  the  team, 
but  all  of  the  year  there  was  the  best  of 
feeling  among  the  members  of  the  team, 
and  we  shall  all  look  back  in  the  years  to 
come  with  pride  in  being  merqbers  of 


the  team  which  Coach  O’Brien  said  was 
one  of  the  best  he  ever  coached. 

* * * 

The  following  members  of  the  foot- 
ball team  were  awarded  their  “L’s”: 
Captain  Ellis,  Berman,  Bruen,  Camp- 
bell, Cleary,  Colton,  Doherty,  Donovan, 
Gorman,  Hailparn,  Hurley,  Johnstone, 
Kelley,  Malley,  McMillan,  Phinney, 
Ryan,  Samuels,  Scheffreen,  Stuart,  and 
Pond  (Mgr.)  All  these  players  had  to 
be  participants  in  the  game  with  Eng- 
lish High  School. 

* * * 

Our  school  is  proud,  in  that  it  is  the 
only  Boston  High  School  to  have  two 
members  picked  for  the  All-interschol- 
astic Team.  They  are  Captain  Ellis 
and  Donovan.  Ellis  was  also  made 
Captain  of  this  team,  composed  of  the 
best  football  players  in  all  the  schools. 
We  congratulate  both  these  boys. 


OUTSIDER  COMING  BACK 
Mrs.  Galey  (with  newspaper) — “I  see 
they’re  playing  Wagner  again.” 

Mr.  Galey — “I  don’t  recall  that  horse 
at  New  Orleans  or  Havana?” 


FATHER’S  PREFERENCE 
“But,  father,  he  is  a man  you  can 
trust.” 

‘‘Gracious,  girl!  What  I want  is  one 
I can  borrow  from.” 
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GREAT  PUN  THIS 
“There  were  two  actresses  in  an  early 
play  of  mine,”  said  an  author,  “both  very 
beautiful;  but  the  leading  actress  was 
thin.  She  quarrelled  one  day  at  re- 
hearsal with  the  other  lady  and  she  ended 
the  quarrel  by  saying  haughtily:  'Re- 
member, please,  that  I am  the  star.’ 

“ ‘Yes,  I know  you’re  the  star,’  the 
other  retorted,  eyeing  with  an  amused 
smile  the  leading  actress’s  long,  slim 
figure,  ‘but  you’d  look  better,  my  dear, 

if  you  were  a little  meteor’!” 

* * * 

PROFESSIONAL  PRIDE 
“The  judge  complimented  me  highly.” 
“But  he  sentenced  you  to  twenty 
years  in  the  penetentiary.” 

“That  explains  the  compliment.  He 
said  I was  the  smoothest  crook  who  had 

come  before  him  in  many  moons.” 

* * * 

SCANT  SOLACE 

“I  don’t  believe  they  will  ever  make 
Europe  bone-dry.” 

“I  don’t  either,”  rejoined  Uncle  Bill 
Bottletop.  “But  Europe  is  a long  ways 

to  travel  just  for  a drink.” 

* * * 

DECEIVED 

“Poor  Maud!  She  got  cruelly  de- 
ceived when  she  married  that  old  man.” 
“Didn’t  he  have  any  money?” 

“Oh,  yes,  plenty  of  money;  but  he  is 

ten  years  younger  than  he  said  he  was.” 

* * * 

HIS  WORLDLY  POSSESSIONS 
A colored  soldier  was  about  to  be 
discharged. 

“Have  you  an  allotment?”  asked  the 
officer. 

“No,  sah.” 

“Any  insurance!” 

“No,  sah.” 

“Any  Liberty  Bonds?” 

“No,  sah.” 

“Well  what  the  thunder  have  you 
got?”  bellowed  the  officer. 


“I’se  got  a wife  and  seven  kids,  some 
experience  and  $32.40,  sah.” 

* * * 

HE  SETTLED  IT 

“I’ll  say  this  for  the  great  war.” 

“What?”  “It  didn’t  last  long  after 
my  boy  got  into  it.” 

* * * 

PAINFUL  SARCASM 

A certain  hard-boiled  lieutenant  called 
in  a se  ‘geant  to  letter  his  locker. 

“After  thinking  it  over,”  he  said, 
“you  might  leave  the  Lieut,  off,  as  I ex- 
pect to  be  made  captain  shortly.” 

“Why  not,”  innocently  suggested  the 
sergeant,  “leave  a space  between  the 
Lieut,  and  your  first  name  so  you  could 
insert  ‘Col.’?” 

* * * 

OUT  OF  LUCK 

A colored  soldier  on  the  deck  of  a 
troop  transport  walked  by  the  first 
guard  who  was  sleeping  and  into  a pri- 
vate barred  space.  When  he  came  to 
pass  the  second  guard,  he  was  told  that 
he  could  not  pass. 

First  Guard  (waking) — ‘Halt,  you 
know  you  all  can’t  go  by  here.” 

Soldier — “I  can’t  go  this-a-way  and  I 
can’t  go  that-a-way.  What  am  I going 
to  do?” 

Guard — “Laws  me,  brother,  I done 
speck  you  better  ’vaporate.” 

* * * 

THE  RIGHT  MAN 

“They  say  Miss  Highstrung  is  going  to 
marry  an  army  officer.” 

“Well,  I should  think  that  a man  who 
makes  a business  of  war  might  be  able 
to  get  along  with  her." 

* * * 

LOOKS  SUSPICIOUS 

Mrs.  A — “My  husband  wanted  to 
select  a hat  for  me.” 

Mrs.  B — “Perhaps  he  wanted  to  get 
even  with  you  for  selecting  his  ties.” 
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LITERAL  OBEDIENCE 
“Bobbie,  did  you  thank  Mr.  Carr  for 
taking  you  out  for  a ride?” 

“Yes,  Mother,  I thanked  him,  but  I 
didn’t  tell  you  because  he  said:  ‘Don’t 
mention  it’.” 

(' Continued  from  Page  10) 

The  next  day  a company  of  militia  was 
ordered  to  investigate.  Every  available 
clump  of  sage-brush  or  cactus  within 
range  of  the  hut  was  used  as  a place  of 
concealment.  Lying  flat  in  the  biting 
dust  they  waited  drearily,  but  finally 
were  rewarded  by  seeing  two  men  ap- 
proach from  one  direction  and  the  same 
number  from  the  other.  An  excited  par- 
ley followed  their  meeting,  but  finally 
after  exchanging  bundles,  they  turned  to 
go;  only  to  run  into  a line  of  steel  blue 
army  rifles.  Upon  taking  them  back  to 
headquarters  the  authorities  received 
further  information  from  the  prisoners 
which  led  to  the  capture  of  the  entire 
band  of  Mexicans  who  by  craft  had  re- 
ceived and  delivered  many  hundreds  of 
rifles  for  gallons  of  liquor. 

Great  was  Bob’s  surprise  shortly  after 
this  to  receive  a letter  from  the  War 
Department  thanking  him  for  the  ser- 
vice he  had  rendered  and  promoting  him 
to  a captain. 

{The  End) 

{Continued  from  page  9) 
heap.  Von  Blenheimer  was  desperate. 
It  was  impossible  to  get  by  the  door 
alive.  He  now  ordered  a mass  attack. 
Six  men  hurled  themselves  through  the 
doorway  and  started  on  the  run  up  the 
alley  formed  by  stacks  of  arms,  cannon, 
and  boxes.  A livid  flame  of  fire  shot 
from  the  machine  gun  as  Weston  again 
trained  it  on  them.  All  six  fell  before 
they  were  little  more  than  across  the 
threshold. 

Several  minutes  later  Weston  noticed 
something  crawling  almost  by  inches 
across  the  threshold.  Again  the  deadly 


little  gun  spat  forth  a stream  of  bullets. 
The  figure  lay  still.  Suddenly  Weston 
looked  behind  him.  There  entering 
from  a door  he  had  not  seen  were  three 
men.  Quickly  Weston  turned  the  gun 
and  opened  up.  Three  more  men  were 
added  to  his  number. 

Von  Blenheimer  was  now  beside  him- 
self with  rage.  Every  attempt  had 
failed  and  the  hour  was  at  hand  when 
operations  were  to  start.  He  cursed  and 
swore,  first  in  German  and  then  in 
English,  and  finally  in  a mixture  of  both. 
Then  Franz  came  to  him  with  an  idea. 
Von  Blenheimer  immediately  sent  two 
men  to  carry  it  out.  On  either  side  of 
the  door  was  a large  stack  of  arms  and 
boxes  containing  non-explosives.  Once 
behind  these  they  might  crawl  upon 
Weston,  but  the  problem  was  how  to 
pass  through  the  door.  Again  Franz 
solved  it  and  several  minutes  later  the 
two  men  returned  with  a large  metal 
shield.  Getting  behind  this,  they  ad- 
vanced through  the  door.  The  bullets 
rattled  and  rattled  in  vain  against  it. 
Weston  wondered  why  they  did  not 
commence  shooting  at  him  and  then  his 
eye  fell  on  the  label  of  one  of  the  boxes. 
Then  he  understood.  One  bullet  in 
that  box  would  send  the  whole  place  to 
kingdom  come.  Very  soon  he  saw  the 
shield  moving  toward  him.  Knowing 
it  was  useless  to  shoot  at  it  until  his 
height  enabled  him  to  see  over  it,  he 
waited  sheltered  by  the  boxes  until  they 
should  come  nearer.  Soon  he  could  see 
the  tops  of  their  heads  and  before  they 
realized  that  their  plan  had  failed,  the 
machine  gun  was  hurling  its  blast  of 
death  unto  their  faces. 

Von  Blenheimer,  confident  that  his 
plan  would  be  successful,  was  speechless 
with  fury.  Then  his  curses  broke  out 
afresh.  They  dared  not  shoot  for  fear 
of  blowing  up  everything.  They  could 
not  reach  him  by  any  way.  Valuable 
time  was  being  lost.  Suddenly  Von 


Latin  School  Register 


L*C 

COUCH  DROPS 

XjuA'fGutL- 


"Ali  fhaf  a Cough  Drop  should  be' 


The  HORACE  PARTRIDGE  CO 
MFRS.  ATHLETIC  GOODS 
49  Franklin  St.,  Boston,  Mass. 

Wholesale  Prices  on  Athletic  Goods  to 
Boston  Latin  School  Students.  Secure  per- 
manent discount  card  from 

MR.  FRED  O’BRIEN 


PUPILS 

TAKE  NOTICE 

e ^Register” 

Wants  more  Advertising.  Here 
is  a chance  to  make  extra  spending 
money  on  the  side. 

For  rates  come  in  and  ask  the 


Blenheimer  stopped  cursing  and  a crafty 
smile  lit  up  his  cruel,  boarlike  face.  In 
an  instant  he  had  disappeared  from  his 
post  of  observation. 

Weston  remained  well  hidden,  watch- 
ing his  enemies  like  a hawk,  his  eyes  and 
ears  ready  for  the  slightest  move.  Al- 
most a half  hour  passed  and  then  he  saw 
something  that  made  his  heart  stand 
still.  A yellow  vapor  was  slowly  mount- 
ing from  behind  the  mass  of  iron  where 
he  knew  Von  Blenheimer  and  his  fellow 
devils  to  be  hiding.  It  was  slowly  floats 
ing  over  towards  him.  This  was  the 
deadly  poison  gas.  One  whiff  and  he 
would  be  gone.  Once  he  was  overcome 
it  would  be  only  a matter  of  a few 
minutes  to  clear  the  arsenal  of  the  deadly 
fumes  and  then  the  preparations  would 
procee  1.  It  was  death  to  leave  the  boxes 
and  death  to  stay  where  he  was.  A riot 
of  thoughts  raced  through  his  brain 
and  from  them  came  one  clear,  brilliant 
conception.  With  a movement  as  quick 
as  lightning  Weston  trained  the  gup 
on  a nearby  box  of  explosives.  There 
was  a mighty  roar  that  shook  the 
very  heavens.  The  earth  trembled,  then 
house,  park  and  hill  disappeared  in  the 
awful  blast! 

•H  * * * # * 

It  is  a matter  of  history  how  the  Ger- 
man hordes  were  crumpled  up  at  Cha- 
teau Thierry  and  rolled  slowly  back  to 
defeat  towards  the  Rhine.  Southern 
California  still  sleeps  on  in  perfect  peace. 
As  the  ripples  caused  by  a stone  thrown 
in  the  water  pass  away,  so  did  the  rip- 
ples of  that  awful  blast.  The  dreams 
of  the  Wilhelmstrasse  are  over.  The 
Eagle  of  Prussia  is  trampled  in  the  dust. 
The  wall  held!  But  of  all  those  who 
placed  their  country  before  themselves 
surely  none  rendered  a greater  service 
than  did  Frederick  Weston,  of  the 
United  States  Secret  Service. 

( The  End ) 
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the  Sanctum  and  give  it  to  anyone 
there.  Don’t  delay.  Do  it  now! 

* * * 

When  a teacher  tells  you  to  go  up  to 
Room  A,  don’t  look  blank.  Come  right 
up  to  the  Sanctum  where  you  will  find 
a new  class-room  come  to  the  aid  of  our 
old  30  rooms.  Mr.  Ryan  is  in  charge. 

* * * 

Mr.  Pennypacker  is  on  the  Athletic 
Committee  of  Harvard. 

* * * 

Lieut.  Colonel  Charles  D.  Daly,  a 
Latin  School  boy,  is  coach  of  the  West 
Point  football  eleven. 

* * * 

George  R.  Nutter,  ’81,  is  on  the  Mass- 
achusetts Judicature  Committee,  ap- 
pointed by  Governor  Coolidge  to  rec- 
ommend changes  in  the  organization, 
rules  and  methods  of  the  courts  of  the 
State. 

* * * 

J.  Paul  Foster,  B.  L.  S.  ’09,  Assistant 
Secretary  of  the  Boston  Chamber  of 
Commerce,  is  now  head  of  the  Retail 
Stores  Department  of  the  Winchester 
Repeating  Arms  Co. 

* * * 

A.  C.  Vinton,  regarded  here  as  an 
authority  on  real-estate  law,  died  Sept. 
25.  He  graduated  from  this  school  in 
1862. 

* * * 

We  are  grieved  to  learn  of  the  death 
of  Major  Henry  L.  Higginson,  one  of 
the  school’s  most  illustrious  sons.  Ed- 
win Hale  Abbot,  Esq.,  a former  school- 
mate of  Major  Higginson,  will  tell  of 
some  of  their  experiences  together  in 
this  school.  This  account  will  appear 
in  the  Alumni  Number. 
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0 Continued  f rom,  page  6) 
down  into  ruin.  Capital  says  that  it  is 
forced  to  raise  the  prices  on  account  of 
the  demands  of  Labor.  Labor  says  that 
it  must  have  higher  wages  to  keep 
abreast  of  living.  Each  one  blames  it  on 
the  other,  when  they  are  both  to  blame. 
Of  course  a just  profit  should  be  made  in 
order  to  reimburse  Capital  for  its  out- 
lays and  expenditures  of  money  and 
brains,  and  just  wages  should  be  paid 
to  the  working  man.  This  could  easily 
be  adjusted  but  for  one  thing,  Capital 
and  Labor  will  not  play  fair.  At  the 
slightest  rumor  or  for  no  reason  at  all 
Capital  raises  the  prices.  Labor,  drunk 
with  what  it  has  gained  by  strike  power, 
is  eager  for  new  debaucheries.  The 
majority  of  the  people,  the  so-called 
middle  class,  the  real  thinkers  and  sup- 
porters of  the  nation,  have  tolerated  the 
autocratic  sway  for  a long  time.  They 
have  been  patient  and  slow  to  anger,  but 
they  will  fight.  Remember  Germany, 
and  when  Uncle  Sam  is  surfeited  with 
this  condition  long  enough,  look  out! 


C Continued  from  page  5) 
alone.  That’s  why  I want  you  to  help 
me.”  They  went  back  to  the  kitchen 
and  had  supper.  During  the  meal  Pat 
told  of  his  hopes  for  a general  strike  and 
the  coming  rule  of  the  working-man. 

This  man  had  lived  the  life  of  a recluse 
in  the  midst  of  a great  city,  he  had  been 
alone  among  multitudes,  in  the  number- 
less voices  of  the  city  there  was  nothing 
but  silence  for  him.  Now  for  the  first 
time  he  was  confiding  in  the  heart  of  a 
friend,  and  a true  friend  indeed.  During 
the  meal  Jim  had  made  him  open  the 
inmost  recesses  of  his  heart  so  that  his 
mind  lay  like  an  open  book  before  his 
eyes.  To  most  people  this  page  might 
have  seemed  black  with  crime,  but  to 
Jim  it  was  only  darkened  by  misunder- 
standing, and  he  determined  to  whiten  it. 

(i Continued  on  page  24) 
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Slowly,  he  started  speaking.  First  he 
told  of  France,  poor  war-stricken  France. 
His  vivid  word-pictures,  like  a torch,  en- 
kindled by  the  noble  fire  of  his  own  soul, 
lit  up  the  soul  of  the  other  and  made  it 
burn  with  the  hatred  of  the  Hun.  He 
described  Russia,  the  land  of  stalking 
death,  so  that  it  brought  a shudder  to 
the  mind  of  his  friend,  and  he  told  him 
who  caused  it,  the  Huns.  And  then  he 
told  him  who  was  paying  for  the  propa- 
ganda in  the  next  room,  the  Huns.  In 
the  glorious  eloquence  of  simplicity  he 
depicted  the  disastrous  results  of  a gen- 
eral strike,  of  Bolshevism  in  America,  the 
ruin  that  would  follow  anarchy.  No- 
body had  ever  spoken  to  him  like  this 
before.  Nobody  as  a friend  had  ever 
taken  such  an  interest  in  him  and  made 
him  see  the  light.  Again  the  speaker 
began.  He  told  of  America  as  it  had 
been  and  as  it  would  be,  the  land  of 
opportunity.  He  enkindled  along  with 
the  fire  of  hatred  for  the  Hun,  a burning 
flame  of  love  of  country,  of  patriotism. 

Pat  sat  dowm  to  supper  that  night  an 
alien,  a Bolshevist,  an  anarchist.  He 
rose  an  American,  a patriot,  and  when 
he  rose  he  went  out  to  the  parlor.  He 
came  back  with  an  armful  of  pamphlets 
and  put  them  in  the  fire. 

“The  rest  of  that  stuff  goes  in  the  fire 
to-morrow,  and  the  gunpowder  will  go 
into  the  river.” 

Again  he  sat  down,  drawn  on  by  the 
irresistible  force  of  words  of  loving  ad- 
vice. Again  his  friend  spoke.  This 
time  he  told  of  God  and  his  love.  With 
words  seemingly  inspired  of  God  Him- 
self, he  related  the  story  of  Jesus,  and 
ended  by  saying: 

“To-morrow  is  Christmas,  the  day 
symbolical  of  true  Christian  love.  I 
want  you  to  come  out  to  my  house  and 
have  dinner  with  us  and  see  my  wife  and 
baby.  I live  at  1920  Coolidge  Street, 
you  know,  and  my  name  is  Jim  Spencer.” 
{The  End ) 
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